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and Broadway of a night was a curious sight, with its bright
lights and thousands of sightseers thronging the streets. As a
city. New York at night is a fascinating study, with, I should
say? its sinister side in the crowded quarters. But perhaps
that is common to all large cities* The lighting up of the city
towards evening, viewed from my flat, was lovely, and as a
spectacle I suppose it is unique. I preferred watching the
great sky-scrapers from the outside to travelling inside them,
their elevators and countless numbered offices I could never
quite master. Actually, in the four months I was in New
York I went out very little, and as I had three portraits to do,
I was rarely out except at night. I went with Paul Robeson
and a party to Harlem, and made the round of negro dance
places, but I saw nothing to wonder at beyond the usual
stamina of the negro when dancing.

We had to carry our drink with us of course, and the
unusual spectacle of ladies carrying bottles under their arms
amused me.

I met, through Professor Dewey, Doctor Albert Barnes of
Philadelphia, whose wonderful collection of French paintings
I went to see. Dr. Barnes has a reputation for boorishness
of which, on my visit to see him, I found no trace. He was
courtesy itself and showed me over his collection with
evident pleasure, going so far as to dismiss his teachers and
pupils from the galleries so that I would see the collection
in peace. I was told that dictaphones were installed in the
walls, so that critics who were facetious or too frank could
be instantly reported and told to go. One young Englishman
claimed that he was the victim of this detective arrangement.

I believe Dr. Barnes had reason to resent the manner in
which his collection of C^zannes and Renoirs were first
received by the worthy citizens of Philadelphia, but that is
in the long past, and by now Philadelphia is proud to have
expensive C&annes in its midst. Of sculptures in the Barnes
collection, I saw none except some African carvings which
had come from Paul Guillaume, who had helped Dr. Barnes
with his collection of French paintings.

One Sunday morning I was taken to see a collection of old